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Mos. Now for your business, sir.
Corb. How! have you business?
Mos. Yes, yours, sir.
Corb. Oh, none else ?
Mos. None else, not I.
Corb. Be careful, then.
Mos. Rest you with both your eyes, sir.
Corb. Dispatch it.
Mos. Instantly.
Corb. And look that all,
Whatever, be put in, jewels, plate, moneys, Household stuff, bedding, curtains.
Mos. Curtain-rings, sir:
Only the advocate's fee must be deducted.
Corb. I'll pay him now; you'll be too prodigal.
Mos. Sir, I must tender it.
Corb. Two cecchines is well,
Mos, No, six, sir,
Corb. *Tis too much.
Mos. He talked a great while; You must consider that, sir.
Corb. Well, there's three -
Mos. I'll give it him.
Corb. Do so, and there's for thee.
Mos. Bountiful bones! What horrid strange offence Did he commit 'gainst nature, in his youth, Worthy this age? You see, sir, how I work Unto your ends: take you no notice?
Volt. No, I'll leave you.
Mos. AJ1 is yours, the devil and all:
Good advocate! Madam, 1*11 bring you home,
Lady P. No, 1*11 go see your patron.
Mos. That you shall not:
I'll tell you why. My purpose is to urge
My patron to reform his will; and for
The zeal you have shown today, whereas before